confidence, you adopted a detached, objective attitude
towards the subject of water which might have been a
compound of the district visitor's, the doctor's and the
university extension lecturer's. "Do you suffer any
discomfort from hardness of water in this district ?"
was the opening question. If this inquiry was followed
by a puzzled silence you went on: "You realize that
the water round here is full of lime and chalk." Should
your listener still fail to be impressed, you took it for
granted she was a half-wit. You painted a horrid
picture of the dire results that followed, as night the
day, the use of an unsof tened supply. Let the house-
wife continue to drink it, you assured her, and she
would infallibly die at an early age from gallstones and
kidney trouble. From this second drunkard's doom,
only a water-softener could save her. Under its bene-
ficent influence, not only would her life be prolonged,
but her tea would appear to have twice the strength,
her soap would lather better, her household bills would
be halved because her kettles would take only half the
time to boil.
At this point you often saw a distrustful frown
forming on your victim's forehead and an objection
framing itself on her lips. You had been trained to
anticipate what it was: "But then filtered water tastes
flat," So you continued by explaining with great em-
phasis that a water-softener was not a filter, though it
was sometimes a little difficult to remember why. You
had still, however, a trickier hurdle to surmount. You
were rarely half-way through your praise of the
softener when the housewife would interrupt with a
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